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brought her a crumb of importance, had lifted
them up until Belle had done this, deliberately done
it. She could not help it if it happened once3
thought Rosa, but this, she chose this because she
wanted something, money,, clothes. I don't know,
but I shall never speak to her again,
Quivering, she heard voices, someone talking
loudly in the porch, and she threw herself down
in the bed pretending to be asleep, for she did not
want to see Belle, but no one came in. There was
a sound of bumping and dragging as if something
heavy were being carried out, and a sound of
stamping and ringing steel that she could not
understand.
Wide-awake she lay and listened, then slipped
out of bed and stole through the sitting-room to
the door, and cautiously opened it. She stepped out
into the passage, and the porch was full of people.
At first she thought they were a band of Indian
players, impudent to come so late into the house
to do tricks and make money, until she saw that
they were busy. Numbers of them, dressed in
white with hats like halos of twisted cloth on their
heads, were carrying boxes and trunks down the
stairs and out on the drive, and some with tunics
of crimson reaching to their knees over muslin
pantaloons held torches that blew in the wind;
the tossing light made fierce shadows on their
faces and gave the crowd a wild inhuman look that
frightened Rosa. She huddled herself against the
passage wall.
There was one young Indian^ finer than the